
Thecontention-efi the two famous Houfes^ 
a. All things is handfomc now my Lord. 

Suf. Then draw the Curtaines againe and get you gon, 

And you fhall haue your firme reward anon. 

Exit murtherers . 

Enter the King and Qtteene , the Duke of Buckingham, and the Dull 
ofSomerfet,andthe Cardinal l. 

King. My Lord of Suffolke go call our Vnkle Glofter, 

Tell him this day we will that hie do deere himfelfe. 

Suffolke. I will my Lord. Exit Suffolke, 

A. And good my Lords proceed no further ’gainftour vnckle. 
Then by iuft proofe you can affirm e ? 

For as the fucking childe orharmlefle Larabe, 

So is he innocent of treafon to our State. 


Enter Suffolke, 

How now Suffolke, where’s our Vnckle? 

Suf. Dead in his bed, my LordofGlofters dead. 

The Kingfals in a found. 

Queene. Aye me, the King is dead .• helpe, helpe. my Lords. 
Suf, Comfort my Lord, gracious Henry comfort. 

King. What doth my Lord of Suffolke bid me comfort t 
Came he euen now to fing a Rauens note. 

And thinkes he that the cherping of * Wren, 

By crying comfort through a hoBow voyce. 

Can fatisfie my greefes, or eafetny heart / 

Thou balefull mcfitnger out of my fight. 

For euen in thine eye-balsnumher fits i 
Yet do not goe. Coroe Bafiliske 
And kill the gazer with thy lookes. 

Queen. Why do you rate my Lord ofSuffoIke thus. 

As if that he had caufd Duke Humfries death ? 

TheOuke and I too youknow were enemies, / 

And y’had beft fay that I did mutther him. 

King. Ah woe is me for wretched dorters death. 

Qu. Be woe for me more wretched then he was ; 
What-doft thouturne away and hide thyfoce? 

1 am noloathfomeLeaper,lookeotJ'Bie. 

Was I for this nighwtaokt vponthc fca. 


And' 


cf Torke W tunc offer. 

„ i .u.irr bv auk ward winds driuen back fr6 EnglSds bounds? 
tfS bode, but .but well foretelling 
faid, Seeke not a fcorpions neft. 

^ Enter the Earlet ofiParwicke & Salisbury, 

par. My Lord, The Commons like an hungry hiue of Bees, 
Run vp and downe, caring not whom theyfting, 

For good Duke Humfries death, whom they report 
To be murthered by Suffolke and the Cardinall heerc. 

1 Kmg. That he is dead good Warwicke,is too true. 

But how he dyed God knowes.not Henry, 

IPar. Enter his priuy chamber my Lord, and view the body. 
Good father ftay you with the rude multitude, till I returne. 
Salub. I will fonne. Exit Salisbury 

IPamicke drawes the Curtaines , and fhewesEDuke Hum- 
frey tn his bed. 

King. Ah Vnkle Glofter,heauen rcceiue thy foule. 

Farewell poore Henrus'wy now thou art gone. 

jw.Now by his foule that tooke our /nape vponbinv, 

To free vs from his Fathers dreadful! curfe, 
lam refolu’dthat violent hands were laide 
Vpon the life of this thrice famous Duke, 

Suf. A dreadful! oath, fworne with a folemne tongue^ 

What inftance giues Lor dH^arprickeior thefe words ? 

W'ar. Oft haue I feene a timely parted Ghoft, 

Of afhy femblance, pale and bloodleflej 
But loe the blood if fetled in his face. 

More better coloured then when he lut’d. 

His well proportion’d beard made rough and fteroc. 

His fingers fpred abroad as one that gralpt for life. 

Yet was by ftrength furprifd, theleafi of thefe are probabkj, , 

It cannot choofe but he was murthered. 

Suffolke, and the Cac dinall had him iff charge. 

And they Itruftfir,«re no murtherers. 

War. I, but tis well knowne they were not hisfriendsj , 

And tis well feene he fouad fome enemies. 

Card. But haue yc.no greater proofes then thefe ? , 

(Var, Who fees a heyfer . dead and bleeding frefo, 
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